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Months afterwards Robert Ross gave me the
particulars of his last illness,

Ross went to Paris in October: as soon as he
saw Oscar, he was shocked by the change in his
appearance: he insisted on taking him to a doc-
tor; but to his surprise the doctor saw no ground
for immediate alarm: if Oscar would only stop
drinking wine and a fortiori spirits, he might live
for years: absinthe was absolutely forbidden.
But Oscar paid no heed to the warning and Ross
could only take him for drives whenever the
weather permitted and seek to amuse him harm-
lessly.

The will to live had almost left Oscar: so long
as he could live pleasantly and without effort he
was content; but as soon as ill-health came, or
pain, or even discomfort, he grew impatient for
deliverance.

But to the last he kept his joyous humour and
charming gaiety. His disease brought with it a
certain irritation of the skin, annoying rather
than painful. Meeting Ross one morning after
a day's separation he apologised for scratching
himself:

"Really," he exclaimed, "I'm more like a great
ape than ever; but I hope you'll give me a lunch,
Bobbie, and not a nut."

On one of the last drives with this friend he
asked for champagne and when it was brought